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god feared the child, so soon to come into the world, would cause
him some injury. It was a distressing dream; for so many mothers,
all over the world, nourish a secret hope their babes will, in some
unique way, serve their gods.
So, when the guests were assembled, the newcomer to the Sun
family was given his milk-name, Tai-cheong, "he who serves the
god"; and this name he took with him until manhood. There-
after, as is the way of the Chinese, he chose for himself other
names including the one by which he is known always to Westerners,
Sun Yat-sen.
CHILDHOOD IN CHINA
CHINA is a land where the statistician may perish for want of a few
figures, where records are more romantic than mathematical, and
we can only guess at the survival odds to be faced by the infant Sun
Tai-cheong. That they were heavily against him is certain, for in
the neighbouring British colony of Hongkong in the year 1900 only
seventy-two babies of every thousand born survived twelve months.
During his earliest years Tai-cheong slept on the hard wooden
bed with his mother and father but the Sun family were a little better
off than most of their neighbours, and before long, he had a bed
of his own. "I early learned to prefer a pillow made of a bag filled
with beans," he told a friend. "It was not as uncomfortable as a
brick covered with cloth, nor as soft as a pillow of tea-leaves."
The village of Choyhung, in the delta of the West River, about
forty miles from Canton, is the same distance north of the equator
as Calcutta, so that there is not a big difference in the hours of day-
light all the year round. Sunrise is between half-past five and half-
past six in the morning and the short twilight falls between six and
seven in the evening. The Sun family got up at dawn and at once
a meal was prepared for all who were able to do the hard work of
the farm. Tai-cheong*s mother was first astir and she, or one of
the boy's aunts, lit the stove in the tiny kitchen behind the living-
room and then cooked the thin rice porridge for breakfast. Above
the stove was a large, brightly coloured, picture of the Kitchen God
and Tai-cheong listened in awe when his mother told him that just
before New Year's Day this Kitchen deity would return to Heaven
to report on the behaviour of the family during the year. Dreadful
things happen to naughty boys if the Kitchen God gives them a
bad report.